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Matthew Oudbier

Flashback
I remember my dad waking up early every morning.
His alarm clock would blaze like a siren in the dark
house. Awakened by the shock, I would roll out of
bed, pad down the hall, click on the lamp, and sit on
the couch in front of a blank television set. I waited
in silent sleepy anticipation until he came out of his
room like a green giant. His stiff uniform reminded
me of the far off place where the grass met the tree
line. I’d watch as he sat on the couch, lacing up his
big black boots with the shiny piece of metal weaved
into the lace. I was probably eight at the time. I didn’t
know much about war, but I knew it was part of my
father’s job; part of his life, our life.
As little kids in the neighborhood, we would play
like our fathers. We were military kids with military
families, and no amount of camouflage could hide
that. We wanted to be our father’s sons. Under the
hot summer sun, we would gather all of our squirt
guns, we would fill them up together, and each side
would get their fair share. We would pick teams; one
team had to be the “bad guys;” nobody ever wanted
to be the “bad guys.” We would plan a strategy;
running for cover, flanking, hiding, and surprising.
We learned by seeing, we learned by listening; we

were observant. The wars seemed to last for ages. As
the sun started sinking lower and lower in the sky we
would get bored, tired, and hungry. By that time, we
would all be soaked. Clear clean water running down
our backs and legs; we would revel in our own glory.
Before my father went “away” he took me to the place
he worked; where he did his job. All the military kids
and military families were there. The heavy black
guns where lined up neatly, all in a row. The big
guns were firmly planted in the ground, like unique
playground equipment. The music blasted over the
PA; the food, the fun, the games. I got to sit in the
tank, the helicopters came and went, and they even
took us around in the big trucks. War was fun. It’s
like the games we played; except the guns were darker
and heavier, the players were bigger, and the boots
were polished.
I don’t ever remember any talk of peace; it was only
war, but if I had to guess, peace was the sandwiches
and juice boxes after the clothes dried. Peace was
when the music went silent and the toys were put
away. Everyone went home to their families and we
all lived to hear the alarm clock the next day.
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